THE 
ANCHOR OF HOPE; 


oR, 
THE SEAMAN’S STAB! 


A DRAMA, 
in 


TWO ACTS, 


| BY | 
EDWARD STIRLING, Eag., 


AUTHOR OF 


The —_ Gabe erties, He 5 Ve om “Capt fm Porta 








Lorpon : 


Yor: 
SAMUEL FRENCH, SAMU ‘ENC! -SON 
PUBLISHER, SLISHERS. 


6%, STRAND. 1.., ....8SAU STREET. 


DRAMATIS PERSON Z, 


Ar. Dunmore, a Magistrate ....ccecccss Mt. 
Captain Walton SCDeseceseorcesersacasee Mr. Tiode!} 
Richerd Udrgrave .. 2.2 ceccceccceceees MY, Fredericks 
Teller, a Cabin Boy-...cecesccsessecsce. Miss Davie 
Gregory Mumps, a Steward ....ce.0+00. Mr. Neville 

Tom Toprecf, a Boatsiein. Seeeceeoereseeers Mr. J Fa Jobneor 
Sone Crablrves seccccecececvccsoences Mite LOWE 
Boonshivie .. eee) ~ eoeees Mr. Hesior 

Red Sam..:...+. } Smugglers. { ...... Mr. Hawkins 
Tom Tough. ..... eoee ee Mr. Phelps 
Abruham Moses, a Pediar ....... cooceee Mr. E, stirling 


Emily Dunmore ....ccececacesesesesee Miss Vaughan 
Dame W heailey 664660406008 0A bd tkmee Mrs. W. Daly 
et ed ee ene - Mre. Ware. 











Firet produced atthe Royal Surrey Theatre, April 19th, 1847. 
Time in Representation—1 hour 80 minutes 








COSTUME. 

Dunmore—Browa coat, drab waistcoat, biack breeches, white 
eta" at, stockings and shoes. 

Waiton—W hite shirt, biae trowsers. Second. Naval cep 
¢sin’s uaiform, hat and sword. 

Hargrave—Suit of black, complete. — 

Tiher Glue navai coat and trowoaert, navel esp. wad 

Tom—W hite shirt with blue collar, and white trow. ers. See 
sond. Do. do. with white iacket, straw hat with biue ribécn, 
yellow handkerchief, 
Mumpe—Grey full ckirted cost, black breeches, long white 
eravat, ruffles, ema’] striped stockings, shoes, low crowned 
Short smock {tock, jeather breeches, striped waist- 
@oat, gre — shoes, black handkerchief, rustic hat, 

Mosashisoudl cotton shirt, —e trowsers, pea jacket, 
aigh boots, et cotton cap, coloured handkerchief, belt, . 
Sam—Slue shirt, petticoat troweers, high boots, belt, cotton 


cap. 

Tough—Do. do: fur csp. 

Reatmen and Smugglers— Do. do. 

Satlore— White trowsers. blue jackets, shirts, hates, 

Mosee—Biack gaberdine, black breeches and waistcost, grey 
steckin:« shoes, black handkerchief, slouch hat. 

Emily—Biue silk dress, trimmed with lace, white musiia 
petticoat. = 

Dame—ld fashioned cotton gown, white apron, cap with 
biaek ribbon coloured hendkerehief. 

Mary— Dreb tuck-upgown, trimmed with blue, blue petticoss, 

with pink ribbons, white musiin apron. | 

























otraw 
Viliagere—Similar. 


THE ANCHOR OF HOPE. 


ACT I. 


PCENE I.—A Marine ¥::., on the Coaat o Cornwall. In 
the fore-ground, a neat collage, and corn fields, A ship ie 
scen tn the distance, nearly wrecked. The waiers of the dia- 
lant ocean appear much agitated, Several Persons, Male 
and Female, are seen moving on the rocks, throwing oui 
ropes, recovering chesis, packuges, &c. from the sea. Thua- 
der is heard slightly, at intervals. Lights gradually raised, 
$0 indicate break of day. 

Dama WHEATLEY discovered, pouring the contents of a bottle 
info the mours of TrLLER,-a Cabin Boy. Music—“ Poor 
Jack.” for epening. 

Dame. There—bless you, that’il do you good, poor thing?! 
it always does me. Now my ehild, do you feel a bit better ? 

Til. Yes, thank ye, ma’am, 

Dame, Ah, to be sure you do: and you shail be better yet, 
if good eating and drinking cao meke you so, Besides, the 
storm’s just over, and the blessed light «f day puts new life 
and hope into all our hearts. There—drickad more, and 
eat another mouthful. Lor, dearee me! how my heart would 
Bi if you had perished. So you was washed overboard, 
eh ? 


Zi. Yes, ma'am: our vessel was lured ashore by faise 
8 . 
Deme. False signals! What is the name of the vessel, 
? 


Te, “The Trafalgar. ’ 
me. Was there a seaman on board named Topreef ? 

Tu. Yes: Tom Toproof, the Ro’san, As fibe a Sailor as 
ever ewung in hammock. sll * 4 
Dame. Acide.] It must be the same. tr Mary tf i 
he is lost, your Le will break. Go into * lad ¢ 
you ehali have rest and strength before you leave af. Pier 
enters coftuge with Dame. Music. Distant shouts, ind Top- 
— heard in the distance—ic is seen running le the 

thore. oe : 
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Will nobogy throw out a 
ashore ? ( Music. Topreef climdg 





I tould you Master Davy wouldn ¢ stick hie harpoon into us 
this time. (Advancing, supporting Walton. Niceish stow 
thix, yer honour, for a ship-wrecked tar. Ifthe hearts of ¢ 
crew aboard thie pretty eraft—[ Points tc collage. ~~ara only 
as bright and cheerful a3 the fields around them, why we are 
al’ right for snug quartets, a dry dock, lots of grog, soft 
biscuit, and a hearty welcome, 

Wait. | Fuintly.; Amidst ail our misfortunes, next to our 
Providentia! deliverance from a Wavery grave, is that we are 
thrown upon this coast, go near our homes. I can never 
forget, my brave fellow, that | owe my life to your gallant 
exertions, 

Tom. Noyer don't~ex pardon for contradicting yer ionour 
——bat it’s to the great commander aloft, that we al! owes 
everything. Fair weather or foul, it’s all th 
Only put faith in him, and honour hig a8 
find a hand ready and able to help yer. House, 
at house.| Eh? no—yes! Ma; ¥ swallow & co 
ain’t! Huzzat Tol lol lol! [Dances.} Ali right, yer 
‘Ship: it is—itis — | 

Walt. What? 

Tom. My Molly’s cabin. Lord blese her! Muoily, ahoy ! 
Jack! Sal! Peg! Dame! anybody aboard? | Calling. 
Avast, yer honour! you shall soon swim in new milk, f 
eggs and bacon. Mo''y, yeo ho! Ob, my two eyes | 

‘ery. [Within ] That voice! [ Anters hustily from cottage 
—Tushes into Topreef's arms. She is followed by Tiller and 
Dame 





Mary. Tom: [ Weeps.} : ; 
: Molly! Dame! The hoy too, yer honour! Sag ger 
Oh, I can’t stand it. Now don’t work your pumps, it’s 
right—i ain’t dead or ¢vowned—'pon my soul [ain't Ax 
the Cap’an, if you don’t believe me. (Kisees her.) 
Mary. Bless you! bless you ! | 
Tom. Oh, my precious limbs, what a beauty you are! 
[Kisses her violently.} | cai.'t help it, your honour. Perhaps 
you — * mind overhauling the old woman a bit. | Retires 
with ; 
™ fame, Lond aus! oaly hearhim. Wit] your worship 
please to walk ia ? you shali have all my poor cottage con- 
tains. 
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Tom. Cheer up, giti! we'll soon bo spliced, then let the 
laud sharks come wear you [ Sheute withoul,U. ER. L. Band 
a party of Villayers enter with Saijors.} Huzza! May I be 
made a commaacer,if hare aru't some of our boys! Oid 
ain't swallowed us ali, then, Neossmaies, ahoy! what cheer? 
(The Sailors crowd round I opreef and Mary, congrat 
— them. Music.) Alright, boys, Thanks to the rosy chap up 
aloft, here we are, all high and dry. The Cap’ar is in the 
cabin. Three cheers fr the “ Trafalgar,” and the union jack, 
then pipe al] hands for grog and mischief! ; Shout. C 
Walton ax Dame re-enter, @ pielure is formed, and Scene 
closes. Music—‘Rule Britannia.” Dance and shout. } 












er, ERE ae 


SCENE Il.—4n2partment in Walton’s anor House. 
: Folding deers. 
Enter Sguias Harerave. 


‘darg. Itis useless. I cannot fly from my own thoughts. 
Emily's image constantly fille my soul; her continued cold- 
bess only makes me love her with redoubled inadness. For 
her, have] bartered all! Name, friendship—my p!ace am 
men Yet she rejects—scornsme! Proud woman! 
you shali be, unless the waves moe —— own. Last night’s 
tempest, and the false signal lights from the beech cliff, must 
have lured Walton te his grave. Once assured of this, hie 
constant Emily may still he wooed, and perhaps won 

Enter Mumps, i . much alarmed. 

Mumps. Oh, sir, sir! such news| 

Hag. Whu: init? Have we beer successful ? is she lost ? 

Mumps. No, sir: buthvsfored. The false signals availed 
us nothing. The vessel escaped a perfvet wreck, and part of 
the crew are saved, 

Hlarg. And my rival? 

Mumps. Ie safe at Dame Wheatley's, and will shortly be 
bere to claim his bride; and I’ve had the widow ’s rent 
by 8 sea monster, and have beer kicked out. But there's 

YE rowan 

Harg. The law! Dotard! Will not tha law tear her from 
A P her, for whom I’ve dared to do evil ? Leave ma 


{Paces the ae 
Mumps. Dir sir. (Aside.] And glad to get aw 
Master T shall ol for Fmd, ru Seaman the 
him ifican. Old Dryhones, am 1? [The 
























io anetin ane follere 
g , and Emily extera, ed by Tiller. 
Harg. — Begone! , * — 
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Mumps. Yes, your worship. I know all. Snug! ha, ha? 
i'm mum. [Zsit._ Hargrave retires (o wing, R. H. obeerving 


Emily. } — 
** [With letter.) Captain Walton, you say sent you 
to the Manor with he ” | ‘ 
Til. Yes, my lady. .And he told me he should be here al- 
most as soon as 3. | ’ 
Emily. Didhe? My —— Henry! How thankful 
lam to Providence, for its goodness in thus rescuing him {rom 
the dangers of the , 
Harg. Aeide. My are Lge for ever. | 
Emily. Wait in the esenue, and bring me the first news uf 
your master’s app 
Til. Yes, your glory. — [Aæit eon. 
Emily. Kissing the letter; Dear Henry! And are you 
again restored to your home and me? [Hargrave advunces 
hastily, from «ing. | 
Hierg. 1 am the bearer of joyful mews, Emily, Our dear 
friend, Walton, is on shorejand in safety, at Dame Wheatley s 
— cottage—saved simost by a miracle, He will shortiy be at 
the Manor—the giad tidings of whieh I have already receivea 
fro his own hand. I almost regret that I was nct the for- 
tunate harbinger of so much happiness, bui ii is like my nsua: 
good fortune —always late, 
Emily. We can never be too late to do good: besides, the 
novelty of the action must possess double attraction in Mr. - Shots 
Hargrave’ne ; Be 
Harg. | Aside.) Sarcastic devil! {Shouts withous, and enter — 
Tiller, c. 4 ee 
"Til, The Ceptain, madam [Walton rushes on, and catches 
Emily in Ais arexe, Hargrevs appears —— 
Halt. This ie happiness ! ved Emily! My friend— 
—* Hargrave’s hard.j}—how shall I ever repay your 
solici ? 
Harg. By allowing me to partake in your happiness, Wal- 
ton. sn Iohead — 2 conve ts the affection of Miss 
Dunmore: one that I almost envy. 
Emily. oo J Aypoerite! 
Wali. Where is your father, Emily? Llong to teke his 
hand. My own love! the I fee! at once more : 
uin my arms, almost deprives me of utterance, { Embraces 
hee. At the same time Tom Topreef and Mary appes: uf c. 
D.—he immediately drawe back. , 
Pw. Phew! Splice my « if we ain't in it now, 
: y! , 
alt, Come forward, Tom: you ere welcome. 






* 


- oh 

























THE AWCHOUR cr HOPE. 


Tem. (Advancing elowty:} Ax pardon, your ladyshipe 
giory, but J didn’t mean te—to—whuai didn't I mean, Mary ¢ 
Mary. Nothing pieane, ‘Mies: he only came to do that. 

Welt. Emils, ‘twice to thie yaliant felidw have I been in- 
debted for my life, in bateic and ie wreck he has tated tne, 
Zoom. Avast, avast yer honoar! don't bring the red flag inte 
my figure head. I only did my duty. : 
Ewiy. Peeve fellow! Let this puree speak my thanks. 
{ OFi rs pu, ce. ; | : 
fom. Lord bless you, ma'am, you den't know the stuff we 
framens’ teetey of nade of. e do all for love, not for 
moneys. To he sure, L've lost iny cutlése—left it aboard, and 
if his honour would vive me an old un, whv E dare say I shal, 
fiud « use for it, sume day or other, eh, Molly ? 
Mary, Yes, Tommy. [Emily whispers to Walton.]} 
Fimily. You shall have one, and immediately, That is, if 
you will not reject che gift coming from my hands. 
‘Mery. No, thut he shan’t, me: for if he refused, I'l] wear 
it mreelf, | 
oli. Wait here, Tom, til we return, and pay your rez- 
pects t Mr. Hargrave. {Exit with Emily, c. p. 
Tom. Aye, ayé, your honour. Sarvant, sir—hope sou re 
well and hearty. [Crosses to &. . 
Harg. m you, friend —] am | (Coldly, walking «p 
the Stage. 
Tom. {Aside to Mary.}] That’s what I call cutting his 
tackle rather close, ain’t it, * lass? Howsomedever, 
shan’t press myself op him, or ax him to take a bit of pig 
tail. No—not I! 










there ain’t old Dry- 
Squire. I don’t half 


her finger over her mouth] —* 

(Exit x. w. 

To Mary.) Ah, my little dear, I hope 

thing. Tell her to be careful of her 
pe eee her next quarter day, 












I shall 
Mary. Wretch f 
Tom. at << ne ree See rene —* 
Mumps. Ha, ha ou’re ay man, ter Topreef 

—— oe ee ia Gee onan as my own 

ve you— ; rope to hang yourself, 

Yes, that I would, wT (Exit laughing, 
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Tom. Mary, who knows? when we're all spliced together 
my lads, the captain, and you end I, that weshal! be =.ro- 
moted: I made ladies man, and you, admiral of the kitchen, 
eh, girl ’ | 

— Re-enter WALTON and Extur, with a cutlass. 

Emily. [Presenting cutlass.) There, my worthy fellow : 
from my hands accept this token of esteem and gratitude, as 
a slight reward for your fidelity and courage. 

Tom. Heaven bless you, ma’am! I feel proud of ft. It is 
a gift, and one that Tom Topreef will never stain with disgrace 
or dishonour. Next tomy captain's life, my country’s liberty 
shall be my trust, With thie blade in my hand, I should like 
to see the foe that would attempt the one, or invade the other ! 

Walt, £vast, Yom,avast! we all know your good intentions, 
Listen, To-morrow will be a day of happiness. It tsites 
me to your mistress. |] know your inclinations: at the same 
altar you sliall be married too. 

Mary Curisies. Thank your honour. 

Tom. at! [ spliced to Molly? Huzzal Oh, my 
precious stars! No, you dun’t say so? ‘Tol lol de liddie de 
rol! (Dances.} Molly, zive us a buss ? [Kisses her.] I cant 
help it, ma am—’pon my sou! I cen't! 

all. |Luughing.| We'll leave them, love. Mind, Tom, 
to-morrow have aj] in readiness. The chaplain will be abou: 2 
at twelve bells. But before we think of our own happiness, 
we must attend to the comfort of our poor shipmates. We'll 
go down to the slore, Tom—they're siill emploved on the 
wreck—asnd bring them up to the Manor. They shail all 
share our joy. (Exit ec with Emily. 

Tom Aye, aye, your honour. Lord bless you, Mary. so 
. fam to be married to you at last, in realcarnest, eh ? Wor’t 
it be nice ? | 

Mary. Yes, Thomas: because then you'll never zo to sen 
any more, will you ? 

Tom. Why, my lass, that’s a thing I can’t very well 
romise. If my country’s flag wamed defenders, the trae 
lue would rise in me, and a sailor of Trafalgar never couid 

forget his great commander Nelson’s, last signal. ‘ Enuland 
expects this day every man todo his duty.’ [Raistny his 
CRABTKEE entcrs sluwly, L. H. 

Crab. Mr Sailer-chap - - 

Tem. Mr. Blackmuzzie ! 

Cred. The ditmer’s waiting in the hall, 

fom, init? Come, Mary .we'llsoon bear the roast mek 
tHeave alead! 
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who fights with his purse instead of his sword, bribing us poor 
devils to do his dirty work, because his hands are too delicate. 

flarg. (4 ide.) This man may be urged to betray me—I 
inust use smooth words to appease him. You and I, Moon- 
shine, aie old friends, and ought not to quarrel, We under- 


stand each other. 


Woon. We do—and a precioue nice undeas‘anding it is, 
master. | 

Harg. It isto our mutual advantage to refrain from words, 

Moon So I'm thinking: but when gentlemen will use hard 
words, they must be ready to receive hard knocks. 

Harg. I regret having done so, 

Moon, That's enoagh. I’m satistied, sr—I ain't proud. 

dlarg. Siuce you refuse to aid me in my pian of attack at 
the Manor, perhaps you will join me in another ? 

Moon, With all my hearteealways providing we have pienty 
of sea room and fair play. No hole and corner work for Bill 
Moonshine | 

arg. Agreed. Now listen. I’ll draw my hated rival 
among ihe rocks, near your cave. At a given si you 
must attack him, and silence his interference with my prospects 
forever. You understand me® 3 

Moon Perfectly, You want me to send him to sleep with 
a bullet, and to pat him to bed with a spate afterwards. 

Horg. 1 care not how you dispose of him, so that he is re- 
moved from my path. The attack must be made to-nigh*, in 
an hour, or the wedding will take 2, To-morrow I wil] 
lure him tc the rocks—you will @o the rest. 

Muon, All right, Squire. And the payment—— 

Hag. Shall be made now. (Gives purse.} 1 may depend 
on you P 

Moon. Oh, honour bright. He shali be provided for. 

Harg. Farewell! be on thealert. The signal for your ap- 
pearance shal! be—— 

“con. My whistle. Pretty thing! I kcow its Pipe. (Gives 
whisile.) * 

Horg. Very well. Be firm and steady, J you shall tind 
me libera!. ( Rzit t. E.R. HH. 

Moon. If I don't, you shall swing for it, cunaing as you 
are, Squire Richard. What precious rogues these gentiemen 
are—-they think no moreof cutting on: another’s throats, than 


_) [do of taking baeey ! (Exit. Music. 


— 


SCENE Ii. —.2 Room in Dome Wheaticy’s Cottage. 
Enter Tom Topager and Mary. 1. uy. 
Tom · Lord bleas you, my girl—don't talk about 


1 
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ex beac rascal could never doa British seaman much damage. 
We soon isid ’em al! keel up’ards, when our boys came up—- 
and, by jingo, it was lucky they did. : 

Mary. For my sake, pray be carefui of yourseif. If any 
ecoident happens to you, what would my poor mother ai! my- 
self do? 

Tom. Do, Mary? Why you'd find a home and i:eart ia 
every true Briton’sbreast, Whereshould the motners, wives, 
-and chi'dren, of the defenders of their couu.ry loos tor assis- 
tance bat from their countty’s men? And they i fina st. tov, 
lass! The doors never would be shut upon those whose kine 
dred’s blood had been shed, to ke»p them in safety aud pros- 
perity at home. 


Mary. 1 believe you are right, Tom, but id rather not run | 
the risk. I’ve thought and suffered enouzh above ov when 


you were away, not to be fearful of you now you are at home. 

Tom. Did you think about me, Moliy ? 

Mery. Did 1? Lor, how can youask What docs a young 
womar think about, but her sweetheart, ] should like to 
know ? 

Tom. To be sure! 

Mary. Every wind that blew i was afraid the ship would 
upset, and when it rained l knew you’d get wet, for you didn’t 
take an umbrella with you. 

Tom. Myeyes, Moiiv! Asailor with an umbrella? You'd 
as soon see a duck in silk stockings. 


Mary. And when I read in the newspaper all about the 


— youd been in, I thought perhaps they'd made you 
t. 

a Make me fight? Splice my snatch blocks! we chaps 
don't want much making, we takes to it nat’rally. 

Mary. Wasn't you afraid of the powder and smoke ? 

Tom. Afraid? Bless you, no—we lives on it 

Mary. Lor! how nasty. I wonder the smoke didn’t choke 
you, it always makes me sneeze, 

Tom. (Laughing.] My dear girl! your little hull wag ne- 
ver made for powder and shot. You're only fit for fresh water 
and sunshiny weather. A rale arnest action, wonld soon 
make you founder-—’specially wher we comes to elose rarters, 
yard arm and yard arm. 

Wary. But don’t you tremble a bit ? 

Tom. Why, to teil the truth, we do feel a little bit qualnish 
before the row begins. The thought of home aud fri:..ds will 
or tpn A oes us. One hour —* living men. full f 
walth and hope—the next a mangled corse, mayhap. 

Mery. Don’t, Thomas—you'll make me cry : —— 


“ 
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Tom. But when the firet broadside is given, our fears sak, 
aud our cos rises. A bearty cheer passes from lip to if 
and finds a willing echo in our hearts: at it we g0, like bull 
dogs,then! — 

Mary. Well, it may be all very tine to talk » buut, Thomas, 
but I Know I should never make a sailor, and wear tarpaulin 
thingamies. 

Tom. 1 hope not, gal: it ain’t in natur for women to wear 
such things. And as for n:sking a sailor, there are pleuty of 
true blues afloat without that, alwaye ready for a battie or a 
breeze. The last touch we had with the enemy gave ’em @ 
taste of our quality. 

Mary. A bitter taste I suppose, Tom ? r. 

Tom. Right, Mary, it was. We were all upon the lock-out 
for the enemy. Every man to his station. Youder we 
spied sail, on the weather bow—we gave chase, and cleared 

¢ decks for action. ‘* What says the glass ?’’ cries the 
captain. “French colours, your honour.” “Keep her helm 
steady, and lay us alongsitie * ‘ Aye, aye, your honour,” 
cries the helmsman. Now she shows ber streamers. Out 
her pennants, and top awnings. Now she forle her spritsai! 

s her mizen, and slings her mainyard. ‘Stand to your 

P* gaye the cap’an. -‘ Send the marines into the tops, and 

ng ont all your ensigns !” Now she nears! Hurrah! Off 
go her swivel, and twenty-four poundera' * Silence, my lads! 
take good aim, and return the i Soft—steady, niv ys — 
teck and twine your courses, then bear down upon her with 
your broadside.” My eyes! such a shower of grape and ca- 
wister! Huzza! The Trafalga: walks the waters like a sea 
gull! ‘‘One cheer more, and we board her, lads! Hurrah 
for the main shrouds!" At it we went, yard-arm and yard- 
arm—follow, my hearts of oak! Glory jeade! The white 
@ag strikes! The British lion trampies on their lillies! She 
Gres! Huzza! Shefiils! Shesipks! Old England for ever! 
Hurrah! harrah! , Throws up 23 and embraces Oi 





Mary. I don’t like it, Thomas :\1 know I shall faint, 
Tom! Tom! T-h-c-m-as! [ Screams, and fails in ‘lom's arme. 
Tom. Mary! Molly! Poilv! Dame! Don't hang out @ 
white flag—look up' Dame ahoy! beara hand! [ Calling.} 
Enter Dame WHEATLEY, &. H. 
Dame, What’s the matter, Thomas ? 
inside out. 
p you don’t say so? Rune to her.) 
—* Mary! my child! hold up your head. What have you 
een . 


cing to her ? 
Tom. Nothing ; she did it herself, Dame, 
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Mary. { Sturling wp. ; I didn’t! It was rou, with your ug! 
— twenty-four pounders, blowing ‘ap sea, 
and gunpowder. | 

Dame. Nonsense, chiid: Tom only did it to please you. 

Yom. That’s ali, mother. There, give us avsalute {Kisses 
her.) That'll square your yards again—brace your stays. 

Mary. Lor, mother! my etay lace ain't broke, is it? 

Tom. Good bye, lass. Remember, to-morrow we join 
company for life. I must back to the Manor--the captain 
may be wanting me, and it's rather an vgly look out over the 
rocks, 

Mary: Mind you take care of vourself, for my sake. 

Tom Never fear. With this in my rasp—[ Points fo cute 
tass.]—I’m more than a match for a whole crew of land lub- 
bere. Good bye, mother! give us your grapnle. Hvist all 
—— sky scrapers and streamers to-morrow, Molly—for it'll 

2 rare day among the great folks up at the hali: and my 
eyes! won't wecut a splash! when the chaplain ties his ever- 
lasting cable roand us, and sings out bis amen! {| Exit. Mary 
and Dame wave their hands to him, and exit, R.H. Music— 
** Jack Rebinson.” 7 








SCENE Ull.—Same as Scene IV. Act I. only moonlight. 
Music. Enter HARGRAVE, followed by Wanton. 


Walt. Why do you maintain this moody silence, Hargrave? 
Surely we are far enough now, to be freed from all interruption. 
What — it you have to communicate, that requires so much 

secres 
- here. That which affects your life or mine. 

Watt. What ie the meaning of these strange words? Iam 
et a los. to comprehend , 

Harg. Then 1 will elucidate them for you, for it ic time we 
more fully understand each other. Further disgu‘se is now 
needless. You have opposed all my views, thwarted my 
prospects, and ~educed my future existence almost to « state 
of —or, what is far worse, dependance. 

W ait. _ have I = ¥ ae You astonish ye * 

Harg. Oh, it is well to affect ignorance. : ir, have you 
no! won the heart of my cousin Emily ? decoyed her affections 


me P 
Walt, Decoyed, sir ? 
Barg. Ney, proud looks witl arail you little here. 1 re- 
t, decoyed. But for you, sbe might have been my wife, 
ing with her, as her marriage dower, these broad jands, 
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once the heritage of my forefathers; thus I should have been 
restored to rank and fortune. You step in, and dash the 
fancied cup of happiness aside, and expect me, worm-like, to 
crawi submissively uader the foot tha: crushes me, 

Walt. Richard Hargrave, up to this hour I always con 
sidered you my friend, and would have ealled that man my 
foe, who had dared Say Otherwise. Here, our supposed friend- 
ship ceases. Emily’s love bas long been plighted to mc: tis 
that i value, not her Wealth. You hed the same means ta 
win her regard thatI had ‘The selection has been made— 
she rejcots y.u. Gow ja this have ! wronged you, but in the 
pursiit of a fair and Lenourable passion? J pity you, doubly 
80, now that | find vou cherish such bareh feelings of discontent. 
Farewell! Going. } 

Barz. Stay! we part not yet, 

Walt. Would you dare — [Touching his sword. } 

Hare. I dare anytning! You give “p your claim to Emily's 
hand, or you return no more to the Manor. 

Wait. Give up Emily? Are you mad ? 

Hurg. No—perfectly in my senses, I assure you, Yoy 
resign her, or your liberty. 

Walt. Who has the power to detain me against my will ? 

darg. Thave! You took incredulous—this shall soon con 
vince you. [Sounds whistle—it is speedily answered from seve- 
ral points.) 

Walt, l'reacherous hound ! your life shall answer this act ! 
(Draws hig sword, As he is rushing on Har rave, Moon- 
ehine and sir Smugglers enter— they ali attack him—ie is 
wounded in the arm by a pistol shot, and is secured. Walton’s 
belt during the Struggle, falls on Stage. Walton calls for hetp.} 

Moon. Shail we finish him here, Squire ? 

Harg. No, no: throw him over the roeks—the sea wil] 
epeedily hide him. 

Moon. He’s given me a scratch with hic damned cutlass—- 
why didn’t he surrender like a gentleman ? : Takes a kandker 
chief from Walton's neck, and staunches the dluod from his arm, 
then throws it aside. | | 

Harg. Away with him, lade, before he revives. Sta y. this 
must be my prize! { Takes miniatur: from Walton’s bosom.) 
Now, to the sea with him 

the rocks, followed by 
| Tom Torreer entere 











Tom. [Gazing + 


help—it sounded ffke my capta'n Trafalgar, ahoy ! 





Calis.) No answer? nobody within hail? I¢ danger should 


have reached him, and 1} not by—my kind eommander anv 





nd the Stage.) I'm sare I heard a cry of : 


t [Music. “They cc —— 
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friend! | Sees Walton’s belt.] Hie belt! yes, it is—I know i¢ 
well! Some foul work has been afloat here. {Calls.] Yer 
hecour !. answer me, or you'll break my heart. Yeoho! ahoy ! 
{Wawse. Sees blooty handkerchief on the ground, that Moon- 
shine tarew aside.} The very handkerchief, too, given him by 
Madame Emily: a precious giit, that he would have parted 
with, only witb bis life! stained in blood! My head grows 
dizzy—they have murdered him! (Leans against a rock—his 
face buried in his hands. argrave and Moonshine with 
Smugglers, re-enter cauliously—start on seeing Tom-—he 
leaves the Stage slowly, crawling among the rocks. Music.) 

Marg. Hush! or this foo! will betray us al}, : 

Moon. Shall I stop his tattler, Squire? 

Harg. No, no—his cries may bring assistance. 

Moon. Well, then, suppose we fix the job upon him ? 

Harg What do you mean” : 

dioon. Twist his neck, to save our own, We can swear 
he slew the captain—the handkerchief and belt being found 
upon him, and this purse that I took from the body—[ S/ews 

alton’s purse.}—we cap aiso swear he stole. 

Harg A happy thought. You are a clever fellow, Movn- 
shine. Ha is returning—secure, and carry him to the Manor. 
{ They retire cautiously.) 

Tom Topreer re-enters, dejectedly. 

Tom. There‘ no traces of him left, How shall I ever face 
madam Emily again? I, that swore to guard him with my 
life. I can’t go back with the black to change hearts 
pouring over with joy and gladuess into deeolation an wretch - 
edoess! No, no—I can’t do it—let othere carry her iil news, 
{ Tke Smugglers surround Tom. } 

Harg. Seize that man! [They seize him.} { accuse him of 
murder and ro f ‘ | 

Tom. What! You accuse me? 

Harg. Yes, rufian! Look, my friends, the tckens of his 
guilt are still in his hands. (Snatching handkerchief} These 
things I we!li know belonged te my poor mufered friend, 

Tom. Your honour ! 

Moon. And this purse, Squire, [.4ffeeling to take it from 
Toms pocket. i What does auch a chap as he du with it? 

Harg. [Taking it.) Thiz alse is Waltons. Ob, villain! 
You are all witnesses, men? 

Omunes. Yes, yes! 

Tom. Stand off, you tubbers! Squire, you don’t helieve I 
did it’ You can’t—it’s cruel to jest with a poor fellow, whose 
heart is nigh breaking for the loss of his best friend, Letme 
ge: — join you in hunting the murderer through the 
wori i 








ra) THE ANCHOR OF HOPE. 


Mampe. [-Aside.j The vixen! I wish they'd hang her, toa 

Mary. oF Thomas, they won’s keep you here, will they f 
We want you athome. Mother’s nearly heart-broken aboug 
you. 

Tom. Poor old soul! You must com: ort and cheer her up, 
Mary, and learn to forget me. 

Mary. Forget you? Do you want to break my heart? 
[ Weeps.} . 

Dun. This must be distressing to your feelings, prisoner. 
My painful duty obliges me to commit yon, 

| Merk: Commit me too, your worship ! 
ABRAHAM Mosus enters ‘slowl yO. D. bowing lowly. Dune 
more taiks wit ve. 

Moses. Sarvants, your worship. hat? ma goct friend 

in trouble’ Pless ma heart ? (Shakes Tom’s hand} What's 


the matter, ma life ? 
fling, sir. | He takes out his 








Harg. The objection is but tri 
handkerchief, and ix. 30 dems, the miniature falls on the Stage. 
He tries to pick it up hastily, but Moses ttercepts and sccures 
af : 


Moses, Pieas ma heart! Pve seen dig workmanship before, 
Vere did you pur %, if I may he so bold, sir # 

Harg. It is mine, fellow ! Restore it instantly. 

Moses. Excuseme, sir. First you must ay where you got 
it. Your worship, { dewand to kuow vhe): and vhere the gen- 
tlemans bought it. Much depends on thie pretty picture. 

Harg. To Danmore,} In order to satisfy you, sir, I will 
anewer this man, It was made by my orders, jn London, long | 


Moses. Very goot. Then of covrac you Gan touch de secret 
spring, sir? (Gives picture tg hiem.} 
Harg. [Aside.} Foiled | [Endecvouring to touch mg. 
Moses, Vat, your band trembirs, sir, does it? You 
your worship, he has not larned the trick, known but tc me 
and bim~fer whoni i¢ was mada. (Tokes miniature, touches 
» and shews Walton's likeness. Hacgrave staris.} See! 
Hg of your murdered friend murdered by you ? [Ate 
Siaré.] — 









ié you mean, my good man? You must be 
some delusion 
judg- 
your 





orsh! He asked for judgmen t, 
"ies o ahaa will freeze 
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blowd ! [Goes te folding doors, ‘eads on Walton, whots very 
pale, wiih his erm im a sling. Emily follows him, and the 
Sailors. Tora rwehes to hem— Hargrave seems iransfized with 
horror —ihe Smugglers turn aside. Picture.! 

Tom. Can i believe my eyes Hishonour living? Is it— 
is it you F | 

Walt. Yee, my faithfel fellow. There stands my cowardly 
assassin, and hie bese myrmidons! But for thie grateful 
creature, who rescued me a watery grave—[7Tokung Mo- 
ses by the hand.) —I must have perished. 

Dun. Secure Richsrd Wargrave, and those men. Carr; 
them a to the sounty go2l—the scaffold will be their 


Harg. I know my fate, sir. I played for a high stake, and 
have lost it. May my curses mar their coming happiness 
{Exit with Smuggiers, &. He did by Constables. } ‘ 

Moses. [Loughing.} Ha, ha! what'll ma Rachel say now, 
I wonder P | us. 

Tom. Say ? why that you are a jolly old cock, and orght 













to be made a , end that the weap ® Star” chines 


brightly. [Shakes hie hend.} I’m so happy Kiss me, Molly. 
Kisecs her.) Avagt! let us first overhaul the friendly log be- 
lore us. [To Audience.} Mesumates perched up aloft— friends 
snugly stationed ia the cabin—tnd patrons on the quarter- 
deok—if you approve ofpur efforts, may I ask for a heerts 
selut> from your lavds? it shall be echoed back by joyfa. 
hearts, whom your praise make glad Weshail then 





with our little bark emoothly down the ocean of popularity, © 


until it’s safeig anchored by Hope, in the haven of success. 





Moses. Then what’li ma Rachel cay? [Music—‘ Bale 
e = 


Britanuis.” Pieture.) 
| TIE CURTAIN FAULS. 
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